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after Oscar's death, that it was this address of
mine that moved Oscar to try his hand at a
similar feat by writing 'The Soul of Man
Under Socialism.' (4) A chance meeting near
the stage door of the Haymarket Theatre, at
which our queer shyness of one another made
our resolutely cordial and appreciative conver-
sation so difficult that our final laugh and shake-
hands was almost a reciprocal confession. (5) A
really pleasant afternoon we spent together on
catching one another in a place where our pres-
ence was an absurdity. It was some exhibition
in Chelsea: a naval commemoration, where there
was a replica of Nelson's Victory and a set of
P. & O. cabins which made one seasick by mere
association of ideas. I don't know why I went
or why Wilde went; but we did; and the ques-
tion what the devil, we were doing in that
galley tickled us both. It was my sole experi-
ence of Oscar's wonderful gift as a raconteur.
I remember particularly an amazingly elaborate
story which you have no doubt heard from him:
an example of the cumulation of a single effect,
as in Mark Twain's story of the man who was
persuaded to put lightning conductor after
lightning conductor at every possible point on
his roof until a thunderstorm came and all the
lightning in the heavens went for his house and
wiped it out.